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The crocus comes
Which, used each spring to speak

And wake, with words
Of love, hearts winter numbs.

The snow-drop shakes
Its bell above the ground

In ecstasy
"With every bud that breaks.

The wood-dove builds
^With an age-old wonder

Learnt of the stars
And prehistoric hills.

The west-wind blows
Its ancient rich refrain,

Forgotten long
Beneath far silent snows.

Only in me
Resounds no answering note

And desolate
I roam by brook and tree.